| Died 


Author: BlackoutRose 


Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: Axl Rose, Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin, Slash, Steven Adler 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [GenSlash] 


Updated: Mon Aug 24 2015 2211:20 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Coma | 


Author's Notes: 
I'm baaaack! 


| apologize for my long absence! Life has been crazy to be sure, but | promise promise PROMISE | will try to 


keep up with my stuff! 


Wrting has just been very challenging for me lately for some reason that | just can't fathom. It's like | have 
literally run out of ideas. :-( 


This bit here is actually old, but | am going to use it and make it into something, hopefully. 
This story as a whole focuses on each member's lowest point in their lives: Axl's attempted suicide, Slash's 
infamous 8-min flatline, Izzy's alleged "wakeup call", Duff's pancreatitis, Steven's heroin OD. This is not a happy 


story. You have been warned. 


Some slash and pairings have been made. Some. Special thanks to sgSixx and slashsgirl for still believing in me. 


| knocked on the door. Not even a hint of a response on the other side of it. | rolled my eyes. | was so over 
this. Yeah, we had all just had a huge, world-class argument with each other. It's what happens when five 
really poor wannabe-rockers with different personalities live in the same place and have nothing better to do. 
We all said shit to each other we didn't mean. And Axl, as usual, stormed off to his room and slammed the 
door shut. Since then, the rest of us had made amends and were talking again; no one had any hard feelings. 
But Axl was still shut up in his room. Why couldn't he stop being such a goddamn drama queen? Special 
emphasis on "drama". so, what exactly was it that | saw in him? 


"Axl? Come on, we all know you're in there. Open up. We want to talk” No answer. | sighed. "No one is mad 


anymore. Everyone's apologized to each other. Shit happens." 


Once again, no answer. Not even a rustle or a "Fuck of fl" It was totally silent on the other side of the cheap- 


ass door. Great. Totally ignore me. Nice, Axl. 


"Come on, Axl" | continued, getting more than a bit impatient. "For God's sake, why do you have to blow 
everything out of proportion?” Still, nothing. | sighed and rested my head against the wood. "Please, just open 
the door. No one meant anything. We want to see you. | want to see you. Don't take what we said to heart, we 
didn't do it for anything you said, because we know you didn't mean it.." Silence. 


"Oh, for fuck's sakel" | yelled and kicked the door. "Axl, if you don't come out of this room right now, I'm going 
to go in there and beat the shit out of youl And you know | willl You've got five fucking seconds!" And | 
counted down in my head, my blood boiling a little more the closer | got to zero. | was trying to be the bigger 
man and get him to come out, and he wanted to act like a child who got his toy taken away? Fuck that! I'll drag 
him out by his leprechaun hair if | have tol 


“Alright, I'm coming in, | don't care if you're sleeping or naked or whatever!" | yelled. The other guys were 
staring from the living room. "I'm tired of your bullshit!" | yanked on the knob, expecting to have to break the 
door down. Catching me way off guard, it was unlocked. 


| was met with a void of darkness. There were no lights on in his room, and his curtains were shut. It was 
silent; no music playing, no nothing. Weird. thought maybe he'd actually gone to bed, before | remembered | 
had shouted way too loud for him to sleep through it. He did some really odd shit when he was pissed off, like, 
besides trashing whatever room he was in | opened his door a little further, the shitty hall light revealing 
more of the scene. There were a couple objects scattered around the floor: shoes, a book or two, a hairbrush, 
a clock. Next to his beat-up hick boots, | found an orange prescription bottle; his Valium, which he usually kept 
on his nightstand in case he had an anxiety attack or a drastic mood swing. Damn. It looked like he had grabbed 
whatever was in his reach and just threw it wherever. That fucker must have been pissed off.. | looked next 


to where | found the bottle. And my heart jumped out of my fucking chest. 


A pale hand was lying limply on the floor, revealed in the light. The darkness hid the rest of the arm, but | 
saw silver bracelets gleaming at me. | recognized those bracelets--my breath caught in my throat, plugging up 


my windbipe. No, no, no, no, no, no, please, no--- 


"Oh God!" | screamed, every pore in my body protesting the sadness that had begun to well up within. "No, no!" 
| knew it was him, | knew what he'd done-Axl, why? Why would you do this to me, to us, to yourself? | 
dropped to my knees and pulled him up into my arms, holding him close to me as | cried. | wasn't even aware 
of the boiling hot tears pouring down my face. | couldn't see him in the darkness. And | didn't want to. | could 
feel my heart shattering into millions of tiny shards inside of me, ripping me apart and sending searing pain 
through my veins. | felt absolutely sick No, Axl, no, please don't be- 


Trembling, | shoved my head against his chest, listening frantically for the heartbeat of my best friend. At 
first, all | heard was a numbing silence. But, as if from far away and agonizingly slow, | could hear Axl's heart 
still beating. He was alive! He was still alivel Thank fucking God! But his heartbeat was getting quieter and 
slower- 

Three frantic sets of footsteps came running up the steps. 

"Izzy! Izzy, what is it?" 

"What's wrong?" 

"Call an ambulance, his heart's barely beating!" | sobbed at them, clutching Axl closer to me. | called out 


frantically to him and shook him, but he didn't answer me. Axl, don’t die, please hang in there, you can't you 


leave me! | love you! | can't even breathe without you! Please don't leave mel | could feel my heart dying- 


| held him to my chest until the paramedics took him from my arms. 


TO BE CONTINUED~ 


